A NEW SONG, 


COMPOSED FOR THE COMMENDATION, 


MAESGWYNNE KENNEL, 
: yo And their Owner, i 
J bate 1" wR, H. POWELL, ESQUIRE. 
CO pital —meeeu— 


1 Hear ye friends, through all the counties, 
Give ear to truth, not lying stories; 
T shall relate to you all plainly, 
Of the best hounds in any county. 
In Maesgwyne, Llanboidy Parish, 
The hounds are kept and shall not perish, 
Ready on the shortest notice, 
To start and follow all the foxes: 


2 Weshall keep our fowls in plenty, 
Rear our geese, as well as turkey ; 
Without fear that Reynard ever, 
Shall take away the cock or gander. 
While ‘Squire Powell and his kennel, 
Are at Maesgwyne ready for battle, 
There shall not be destructive vermin, 
Around the house in field or garden. 


» 3 I never heard of hounds so ready, 
To find the smell of fox so fully; 
And to follow alk his traces, 
Till his flesh their common spoil is. 
IfI could I would sing loudly, .“s 
Concerning Master Child’s Begelly ; 
In pomp he came from Pembroke County, 
With his kennel, says the story. 


4 Then from Maesgwyne the ’Squire started, 
To meet the gentleman undaunted, 
With his kennel in good spirits, 
To try, the which of them the chief is. 
On different sides stood men and kennels, 
All full of thirst for blood from Reynard, 
Alas! for him, no one had pity, 
But all in one found verdict guilty. 
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5 And though Reynard started briskly, 
‘The dogs divided him richt quiekly; 

And in Llain’s garden there regaled, 

The Maesgwyne hounds it is reported. 

But who,can blame fhe other partys yy | 
That Maesewyne hounds have a the vict'ry, 

While ’tis a fact that through the county, 

They have no match ‘for actions bloody. 

This is.a pack. of-dogs most héarty, . 

With ’Squire Powell of Llanboidy, _ 

They all are strong and’swift‘as lightning, Q 
When dogs are crown’d, theirs is the wearing. 

And whenever ’Squire/Powelly’ ) 

Starts away withiall ‘his kennel,’ 

It is far better then for Reynard; 

To try his feet andmake fox ‘Fishguard. 

While Maesgwyne hounds are found a living, 

Let fear not set out heatts.a beating; | 7.” 

Our fowls henceforth shall dwell'in safety, 

The fox is master’d at Llanboidy, 

And if the hounds, of) Wales albover, 

Were now compar’ with *these/together, 

I’d bet a hundred pounds) quite hearty, 

They ’d meet theirbetters in Lianboidy. 

There never is‘a fox escapeing, = 

When they have'fair play in hunting, | 

They are sure of destroying, ae 

Notwithstanding all his running. 

I remember ’Squire:Powell,? 401) )0 a. 
Coming out with all his kennel, do! 

In Ty Issa’s thick plantation;)) : 

Whence he startedi hiscprocession. 

All at once was life and action, | 

Sound of horns, of whips ‘and passion; 

Dogs were’ barking, fox outstatting, 
‘Hills all shaking, valleys ringing,’ 
Off went fox;and:hounds did) follow, 

Who ever saw so.fineia fellows 01) 

The ’Squire then gave:alli goodawarnings, | ° L 
Now have at him'my good datlings. 





10 Away he'went with speéd uncommon, 
Keeping offone side of Dyfiryn, 

By Ffoswine was he.crossing, ’ 

And by Forge he‘ran’a' rounding :' 
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Swimming Tave then by. Ty Newy’, 
To Kiffig parish from, Llanboidy,.,. . 
Running on without, his,dinner,.,., 
Making for sea as hearty swimmer, ., 


11, But alas! with all hisdabour, 

He could not escape thie danger, 
Of the men and horses running, ° 
And the dogs behind him, barking: 
*Squire Powell ledthe army, . 
From the Parish; of Llanboidy,. 
To Pendine where dogs had dinner, 
On the blood and flesh of Reyner. 


12 On the sea shore was he parted, 
To the dogs and they were feasted; | 
After the long run and trouble, 
They were found.to him, most able. 
*Squire Powell and his servant, 
Were the only persons present, , 
Who took the head to. show as trophy, 
So the story came by Hophy. The Servant. 


13 He doth always keep: his:horses, 

In good spirit for his service, ; 
There is no hedge nor ditch that hinders; 
Or keepeth back his famous hunters. 
When the fox is firstly, started, 

The Tali ho is highly sounded, 
Marmion, Doubtless, Marquis, Gipsy, 
All at once are called highly... 

14 With the rest I cansee Drummer, 
Truman, Roman, Baffler, Buber, 
Meddler, Romulus, and Sally, 

Hector, Mover, Raget, Sprightly; ° 
Many others owns the ‘Squire, 
Lawless, Sportsman, Charit, Sailor, 
Merrylass, Bluecap, and Rotsbird, 
One is Music, and one Rerit. 


15 But I forget the names of many, 
Given I think to please the fancy, 
Although the’ dogs in their nature, 
Are all the best without a failure: 
Llanboidy was one day delighted, 
‘To witness all the hounds collected ; 
‘Sqnire Powell, then set Reynard, 
Free from fetters by the backyard. 
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46 On the meadow he was seated, 
Free to run where’er he listed ; 
And the hounds in: coach-house lodged, 
Were to wait till they were'called:’. 
Half an hour was given fully, 
For his running from Llanboidy, 
Then and there did ’Squire Powell, 
Call his company and kennel. 


47 There were many gents and horses, 
That took various different courses; 
And the hounds alive, loud sounding, 
Gelliogo were surrounding, 
After running through the country, 

Far before most of the party, 
In the Parish of Llanginning, >. 
Reynard found a hole for hiding. 


48 From that hole he was unkennel’d, 
By the men who him followed, 
And before the dogs replaced, 
Which his various windings traced, 
And ran him out of wind right briskly, 
By Job Brigstoke, says the story: 
There he was a prisoner taken, 
Without quarters in the garden. 


19 I shall tell one story farther, 
Which does honour to the Squire, 
A fox was found in Kiffig parish, 
And killed near Ffynone Colby’s ; 
Let us give deserved praises, 

To Squire Powell:and his horses, 
Let us give his dogs the glory, 
As the first rate through all Cymru. 


20 Let us send him all dead horses, 
And whatever with us dead is, 
That his dogs may feed and fatten, _ 
For the work which yet may happen, 
And in ending this short ditty, 
I feel a wish to bawl most highly, 
Success be still to Squire Powell, 
While he shall live and keep his kennel: 
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